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Princess Athena’s Dungeon

It certainly wasn’t the most comfortable flight of my husband’s life. As he shifted and fidgeted in his seat beside me, I could almost feel the sexual energy coming off him. And it made me smile. That was the sadistic part of me, the part that wanted to make him suffer, even though I love him. We all tease the ones we love more than other people, and this was like that, in a way. Just far more extreme. The look on his face didn’t seem to suggest that he was enjoying it, but I knew the real truth. In the end, all I was doing was giving him what he wanted. Even if it didn’t always look like that.

At least the flight was short. I wasn’t as uncomfortable as he was, but I was probably almost as turned on, despite the orgasm he had given me in the airport bathroom. Because was no getting away from what we were doing, the reason why we were going where we were. I didn’t know exactly what was going to happen when we met Princess Athena, my husband’s former online dominatrix. But I had a few ideas.

And it was impossible not to think about it as we sat beside one another on the plane, both heading into uncharted waters. Impossible to not be excited at the thought of what might lie ahead.

When we came in to land, I reached over and squeezed Gavin’s arm. Not because I’m a nervous flyer; I’m really not. It wasn’t the landing that had me in this state of tension, but the reality of where it was taking us. To a city in the next state, a place neither of us had ever been before. A place neither of us had it ever had any reason to go before. But now I did. Princess Athena was waiting, and without either of us coming out and saying it, I knew that once again, we were embarking on a whole new chapter of our relationship with each other.

We waited for our bags in baggage claim, and I was relieved to see that they made it through. I didn’t want to have to trying claim compensation for a corset from the airline, after all. Grabbing the bags, we made our way through security, to the arrivals hall where a crowd waited.

I saw her almost straightaway. And as I nudged Gavin, walking beside me, I could tell that he saw her too.

She looked very different in real life. By now, I had looked at so many of her photos and videos, it felt like I must know her appearance almost as well as my husband did, but social media is not the real world. As I knew from my own ever-deepening experience, no one can be a dominatrix all the time. Sooner or later, real life intrudes, and even if a woman wanted to be strutting around in shiny thigh-high boots at all hours of the day, she’d never get away with it. Still, as I looked at the young woman standing alone in the departures hall, her dark hair tied back behind her head in a casual bun, her eyes behind a pair of thick-framed glasses,

I won’t deny I felt a little stab of… well, confusion, let’s call it.

My husband had wanted this young woman so badly. He had locked up his cock for her, allowed her to dominate him from a distance, let her decide when and if and how he could experience orgasm. And if she hadn’t told me the truth, hadn’t sent me his key in the mail, he might still be doing that instead of having sex with me. When I watched her videos and looked at her photos, when I saw her in the full flow of her dominant sexuality, ordering men around, it made a kind of sense. But seeing her now, like this, it was harder to understand.

In the end, she was just some girl. Pretty, yes. And despite the jeans and jacket she was wearing, I could tell she had a great body, even if I hadn’t known that already from regularly spying on her social media profiles. But she looked… well, normal. Just like anyone else. And I knew I shouldn’t be surprised by that, knew that that should have been exactly what I was expecting. After all, so did I. I hoped I looked pretty, looked presentable for my husband, but I certainly didn’t look like the dominatrix that I so often was. Why should I have expected anything different from her?

Honestly, in a way, it was kind of a release. I didn’t want to think of it in terms of competition between the two of us, but in a way, that was what it was. And if it mystified me wife my husband had risked our marriage for this woman, at least I didn’t feel completely inferior next to her.

Though of course, I knew that appearances can be deceiving.

Trying to swallow my growing nervousness, I walked toward her, leading the way. Gavin seemed to hold back, following my lead, and I got the sense that this was one of those situations where once again, I was going to need to take charge. Strange; I knew that in the end, he probably wanted this more than I did. I could remember with perfect clarity the way his face had looked when I suggested going to see Princess Athena, the mixture of surprise and fear and excitement and delight that had shown in his expression. The idea excited me too, but I had no doubt about who stood to gain more from it. My husband had always wanted this woman, as painful as it still was for me to admit that. He loved to be bullied and bossed around by me, and he loved the same from her, and the three of us meeting presented an opportunity for him to submit to both of us at once. He was basically living out a fantasy.

And why was I doing this? The answer to that was little more complex. Yes, it turned me on too. In some weird way, as if I had sublimated my husband’s online infidelity, I had come to find it hot that he submitted to another woman, that he let this pretty young girl boss him around. That was undeniably sexy to me.

Also, I was curious. Curious, maybe, about what she had that I didn’t, about what she had given him that I couldn’t. Of course, after the games we had been playing recently, I had a pretty good idea what that was. Still, with all that Gavin I had done together, I still felt in many ways like a novice, guessing my way through a game I didn’t understand. Athena, younger than me though she was, could teach me a lot about how to be in charge.

All of that is a complicated way of saying that I had some very complex feelings about meeting this woman. But I tried to push those aside as I walked toward her, trying to project that dominatrix confidence that I didn’t feel at all.

And Athena caught me by surprise. As I held out my hand toward her in greeting, she ignored it. Instead, she stepped close to me and wrapped her arms around me in a hug. She smelled amazing. I didn’t know what her perfume was, but it suited her. Light and clean, but with a hint of mystery about it, the faint suggestion of something hidden yet powerful. Her cheek was soft as it brushed mine, the frame of her glasses pressing momentarily against my temple before we parted again.

“It’s so nice to meet you,” she said, and her voice was exactly what you would expect if you didn’t know about her hidden life.

She was coming off now like a bubbly young woman, not the sneering mistress that she was in her videos. I probably did the same thing, to some extent, I thought to myself. The voice I used to give my husband commands was not the same voice I used at the grocery store, or at work, so anywhere else. Still, even I, who should have known better, was a little bit taken aback by the gulf between the fantasy and the reality. I could only imagine how it felt to Gavin, who had had this whole virtual relationship with a woman who now seemed completely different to the way she did online.

Gavin stepped toward Athena, a smile slowly spreading across his face, but I noticed with a little thrill of excitement that she didn’t hug him. She looked at him coolly, her eyes moving behind her glasses as she looked him up and down, and I felt a strange but not entirely unexpected thrill to be watching another woman look at my husband like he was a piece of meat.

“Please tell me you’re not carrying your own bags,” Athena said, her eyes dropping to the suitcase I was pulling behind me.

“Well,” I stammered, suddenly unsure of myself.

And that was the first moment I saw it in real life, the first hint that Athena was someone other than she seemed to be. She had a confidence that was far beyond her years, and she could switch it on like a light any time she wanted to. For the first time, and certainly not the last, I felt a stab of envy for how easy she made it seem. I could only hope that I came off even half as well when I tried in my own way to take charge.

“Unacceptable,” Athena said. She didn’t sound like she was angry, didn’t sound outraged. Instead, she just spoke like it was all a matter of fact, as if what she was saying was glaringly obvious.

“Take the bags,” she ordered, and I noticed that she gave the order as if she just assumed it would be obeyed. Already, she was turning away from my husband, as if it never crossed her mind that he might do anything other than exactly what she said.

I looked at him. As if he wanted to say something. I wondered what that might be. Yes, Princess Athena, perhaps? Again, that thought sent excitement buzzing through me, making my body hum with the possibilities this trip presented.

But Gavin didn’t say anything. As if, just in time, he remembered where he was, in a very public place, and that he had to try and act at least somewhat normal. He reached for the handle of my rolling suitcase, and I smiled as I let him take it. It wasn’t like I expected anything else, really. In the grip of two dominant women, of course he was going to get bossed around a lot. Of course he was going to get treated like a servant. But to see it happening, right there and then, from the very first words she spoke to us in person, was still absolutely thrilling.

Smiling what I hoped was an encouraging smile at Gavin, I followed Athena as she led us toward the doors of the airport. She didn’t even turn around to see if we followed. She just assumed. She was wearing high-heeled boots, the one concession to her professional life as a dominatrix, ankle boots with a pointed toe and laces up the front. My cheeks flushed as I found myself wondering how many men had been made to kiss those boots, how many men had kneeled for this young goddess and begged her for even the smallest sign of favor. And an image floated through my mind of my husband doing exactly that, and it thrilled and terrified me, just the way I knew it thrilled and terrified him. Just the way it was supposed to.

Outside the sliding doors of the airport, taxis moved in sinuous lines up and down the street. Athena ignored them, just as she ignored my husband. She carried a small, stylish black leather bag on one shoulder, and as she reached into it, I saw her take out her phone. She tapped a few buttons on the screen, then held it in her hand as she turned to me, a smile on her face.

“So, how was the flight?”

“Not bad,” I said, noting the absurdity of this small talk, given the purpose of our visit. “Short, at least.”

“Yeah, you guys aren’t too far away. No jetlag, which is nice.”

Almost silently, a car rolled up in front of us. Electric. I noticed the rideshare logo on the dash, and as the driver rolled down the passenger side window, Athena leaned toward him and confirmed the ride. Then she climbed into the backseat, and I followed, leaving Gavin and the driver to wrestle the bags into the truck.

Gavin climbed into the backseat with us, squishing me a little between him and Athena, but I didn’t mind. The car drove us away from the airport, through the streets of a town I didn’t know, and Athena and I made small talk while Gavin set in near – silence beside me.

Maybe it was all too much for him. Maybe the pure strangeness of finally meeting his first mistress in the flesh was making it hard for him to even form a coherent thought, never mind a sentence. I wouldn’t be surprised. I was doing a better job of keeping up a conversation and acting like a normal person, but it certainly wasn’t easy. It was like my mouth was moving by itself, some shallow layer of my brain turning up things to say while most of me revolved over and over again around the unbelievable fact of what was happening here.

My husband had basically cheated with this woman, and there were times when I hated her for it, knowing I couldn’t hate him. But now, we were chatting away like old friends. Annoyingly, there was nothing hateable about her. She seemed fun and smart and interesting, and she reminded me of some of my female friends. Not that me and Princess Athena were ever going to be friends, of course. Ultimately, that wasn’t what I was there for.

After around twenty minutes of driving, we pulled up at a downtown apartment building. Surrounded by the glittering glass of tower blocks, we stepped out of the car, and while Athena fussed over the phone app, giving the driver a tip, Gavin pulled our bags out of the trunk. As the car drove away, Athena turned toward the front door of the building, and we followed her. She held the key fob up to a scanner near the door, and the door clicked open. Her high heels and my boots echoed on the highly polished floor of the high-ceilinged lobby as we followed her to the elevator.

How old was she? Twenty-five? At her age, I would never have been able to afford a place like this. In fact, I thought to myself as we rode and immaculate elevator up to the twenty-fourth floor, I probably couldn’t afford it now. Did she really make this much money dominating men? I had heard stories, of course. Not about her, but about other women out there making a fortune by building these virtual relationships with men. I had always had mixed feelings about it. It always felt like someone was getting exploited, but it was hard to say exactly who. Besides, I knew that if everyone involved was a willing participant, there was really no moral argument to be made. That didn’t mean it wasn’t strange to me. Then again, all of this was strange to me. And that didn’t stop it from being absolutely thrilling, from being so unbelievably exciting as only a glimpse into a completely different world can be.

Without saying a word, Athena let us down the hallway and unlocked the door to her apartment. Looking again over my shoulder at Gavin, I stepped inside, and he followed. As Athena continue to walk further into the apartment, the door shut behind us. And it wasn’t like I was scared of her. Especially not with my husband with me. But I was intimidated by the moment, by the risks we were taking and the strange path we were following.

Too late to back out now. Or so I told myself, even though I knew that wasn’t really true. I could stop this anytime I wanted. Either of us could. Which was what made it so damning that we didn’t.

The hallway of the apartment opened out into a large living room, with a gleaming kitchen situated against one wall. Huge floor-to-ceiling windows look out on the street and the other towers surrounding this one. Far below us, the traffic seemed to move in slow motion, the traffic lights changing color in unison, the constant noise of the city completely blocked out by the windows that admitted no sound.

“This is a really beautiful place,” I said, looking around.

And I meant it. Athena’s apartment was luxurious, and so spotlessly clean and tastefully decorated that it looked almost like a show apartment. Hard to believe anyone actually lived there. But then, I thought to myself, in some ways, Athena’s whole life was an act. I could only assume that the money for this expensive-looking apartment came from the unreal relationship she had with submissive men, and I was determined not to judge her for that. In the end, what I was doing wasn’t so different. Still, it wasn’t real. The woman was living a fantasy, so deeply wrapped in it that I wondered if she even knew the difference anymore.

“Thank you,” Athena said, smiling at me. “I’d give you a tour, but you can see pretty much everything from here. We passed the bathroom in the hallway there. And here’s where you guys can stay.”

Athena stood beside an open door, one of two in the wall opposite the kitchen. Following her lead, I stepped inside, and gasped at what I saw.

It was a bedroom, all right. But clearly, this was also where Athena did a lot of her work. The bed occupied the middle of the room, with a huge wooden headboard and footboard with holes cut in it, making it look like medieval stocks. I could see the heavy black metal clasp and the padlock that went with it, and a tremor ran through me as I thought of the possibilities that that presented.

It wasn’t just that. On the far wall, beside the bed, there was a kind of padded leather bench that looked almost like something you might expect to find a gym. Except it was hung with shackles and chains too, dozens of different ways to mobilize someone and use their body for your own pleasure.

On either side of the window, the wall was covered in shelves and hooks, all of them covered in restraints, whips, toys, and other implements I couldn’t even name. In short, Athena’s spare room was a fully-fledged dungeon, and given what I knew about her, it shouldn’t have been as much of a surprise as it was. But standing there surrounded by all those toys seemed to make things even more real, reminding me of who she was and why we were there in the first place.

I turned toward Gavin, standing behind me, looking just as surprised as I was. His eyes were wide as he turned his head from side to side, taking in the whole room. For all his kinks, for all his extramarital experiments, as far as I knew, he had never been in a real dungeon with a real dominatrix before. But now we were, and I couldn’t keep myself from glancing down to see if his cock was getting hard in his pants. I couldn’t really tell, but as I imagined it was, I felt another little flush of excitement and desire, another little thrill to know what all this was doing to my husband.

“Do you guys need to unpack? Take a shower?”

Athena stood in the doorway, her arms folded, her dark eyes on me, not Gavin. It was hard to make eye contact with her, standing there in that roomful of her toys, a busy little part of my brain imagining the kind of things that must’ve taken place there. But I tried to ignore all that, still trying to act normal, even as the situation we were in got more and more strange.

“I’m okay,” I said, turning toward Gavin with an unspoken question.

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

“All right. Then we should probably get started.”

Athena stepped further into the room. True to form, she didn’t bother to explain what she might mean by that, but let’s face it. Both of us could probably guess.

Athena shed her jacket, hanging it carelessly on the handle of the closet door. Underneath, she was wearing a sleeveless top with a high neck, black lycra that clung to her torso and showed off her breasts. She moved toward the shelves on the far wall. As she reached for an item, I felt my heart quicken.

“Take your clothes off, slave,” Athena said as she lifted something small and pink from the shelf. Her dark eyes flashed toward Gavin. He looked at her, open-mouthed, as if he was going to protest. But I already knew he wouldn’t. He looked at me, and I just looked back at him, letting him see the slight smile on my face. Giving him nothing. I wasn't going to help him out of this. Not when I knew it was exactly what he wanted.

Slowly, Gavin started undressing. Right there, in the room of a virtual stranger. I tried to mimic Athena’s calm, try to act as if this was nothing special, as if it were the kind of thing that happened all the time. But inside, I was brimming over with wild excitement. Of course, it didn’t shock me that it seemed we were going to play together. After all, that had been the whole idea of coming here. But I guess I just wasn’t ready for how quickly this was happening. We had barely got inside the apartment, and already she was taking charge of my husband. And he was allowing it. He was letting happen, just like he did with me, incapable of standing up to any woman he wanted as badly as us.

One by one, his garments felt the floor. And as he pulled down his jeans and his underwear, I watched his cock spring out. My smile deepened. I wasn’t exactly surprised to see that he was turned on, but it made me happy. And it reminded me just how easy it was to manipulate and control Gavin, to make him do whatever we wanted. Both of us, me and Athena. He was equally helpless when it came to either of us.

Finally, he stood naked in front of us, his clothes in a pile on the floor. His chest rose and fell as he breathed steadily, his wide eyes turning from Athena to me and back again. His hands hung heavily at his sides, and I felt as if I could sense the desire in him to do something, to fight for his freedom before it was gone. But as always, that desire was more than matched by other, more deviant tendencies. His need to submit, his need to be controlled by women. I could almost see the drama behind his eyes playing out on the features of his handsome face, and it turned me on so much.

“Funny. I don’t remember giving you permission to have an erection.”

I burst out laughing as Athena spoke, but she didn’t even smile. It seemed she was absolutely serious in what she was saying, no matter how outrageous it was. And Gavin glanced at me just for moment for turning his attention back to her. Like he knew now where the real power in the room lay, and it wasn’t with me.

“Sorry, Princess Athena.”

Again, I burst out laughing. But for now, I was just a spectator. Just watching the real drama playing out between the two of them, my submissive husband and the mistress he was finally meeting in the flesh for the first time.

“Sorry isn’t good enough,” Athena said. “But don’t worry. We’ll find ways for you to make it up to us.”

Again, she turned back to the shelves behind her, and this time, I saw what she grabbed. A pair of heavy black leather handcuffs joined by a small chain. I knew that Gavin saw them too, and knew, just like I did, exactly where they would be going. But still, he didn’t protest. He didn’t resist. He didn’t try to get away or say a word in his defense as Athena walked toward him, graceful in her ankle boots, the shackles dangling from one fist.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered.

And thrillingly, Gavin glanced at me for just a second before turning his attention back to her.

He did what she said, of course. And of course, Athena stood behind him, buckling the leather cuffs around his wrists and binding his arms behind his back. As she did it, she looked at me over Gavin’s shoulder, and smiled. The first faint crack in her dominatrix persona for a long while.

Gavin wasn’t smiling. Instead, he looked at me, continuing to breathe rapidly, continuing to submit. And once she had his hands cuffed behind his back, she circled around to stand in front of him again.

Slowly, she opened her hand, revealing the first item she had taken off the shelf. It was a chastity device. Bright pink, and made of plastic, unlike the steel one we had left at home. But its purpose was unmistakable. Gavin actually gulped as he looked at it, knowing what his mistress had in mind.

“You know I don’t let cocks go free,” she said. “First things first, you’re going in a cage where you belong. Here, Keeley, hold onto this for me.”

Turning toward me, Athena tossed the chastity cage through the air. I held out both hands, barely catching it and the key that protruded from the lock. As I stared down at it, biting my lower lip, she stepped away from Gavin and headed toward the door of the room. She vanished, leaving me my husband alone together.

“Looks like you’re in trouble now, doesn’t it, slave boy?”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

Just that easily, just that quickly, my husband slipped back into his submissive mindset. Ready to give us whatever outrageous titles we awarded ourselves, ready to submit to us in every possible way. Such a wild thrill.

When Athena returned, I saw that she was holding a bag of frozen peas in her hands. My brow furrowing in confusion, wondering what she was up to. But as she held it against Gavin’s cock, and he yelped at the sudden cold, I gasped in fresh amazement at this young dominatrix who knew exactly what she was doing.

“Can’t get him caged while he’s hard,” she said, raising her head from Gavin’s crotch for moment to speak to me. “And there’s no way I’m letting him cum. So this is how you get a slave boy nice and soft so he can be locked up again.”

I grinned as I watched Gavin’s cock shrink with the cold. I had a lot to learn from this young mistress. And I couldn’t wait.


Servicing The Queen

Gavin trembled where he stood. It wasn’t just the cold, the icy effect of Princess Athena holding a bag of frozen peas to his cock. Though I guessed that wasn’t exactly helping. But it was the intensity of it all, the outrageousness of it. The fact of being dominated by two women now, the young mistress who had first locked his cock away and me, his wife, who was still learning how to take charge of his sexuality the way Athena did.

Already, Athena had taught me a new trick.

And it worked. Even though I knew that Gavin was immensely turned on, even though I knew that this was already one of the most erotic experiences of his life. I had teased him so much in the airport, not letting him cum even after giving me multiple orgasms, and I knew that his desperate desire was the key to making him ours. I held the hard plastic chastity device in my hand, smiling at Gavin as I thought about where it would be going, and how it would give us complete power over him. And I could feel myself getting wet as I thought about it, as Athena continued to ice down my husband’s cock so that we could take it away from him.

Soon, he was soft. And Athena straightened up as she took the iced peas away. Honestly, it was rare for me to see my husband’s cock soft. Usually only after I had drained it myself, in the warm afterglow of sex that makes you feel closer than ever. This was different. This was much more commanding, much more mechanical, and, I suspected, much more humiliating for Gavin. Which of course, only turned him on more.

But you wouldn’t know it to look at his cock. It hung there flaccid between his legs, looking almost like a symbol of his threatened masculinity now that he was firmly under the control of two women.

“Want to do the honors?” Athena grinned at me.

“Yeah,” I replied softly. “Yeah, I do.”

I stepped forward. I could feel Gavin’s eyes on me as he watched me approaching, the humiliating pink chastity device in my hand. To his credit, he didn’t whine. He didn’t protest. He didn’t beg. He seemed to accept his fate, knowing that he had no chance of resisting us. Or else perhaps finally accepting that this was what he wanted, that this was beyond even his wildest dreams when he had first contacted this online mistress and consented to be locked in chastity by her.

I turned the key in the device and took it apart. Carefully, I took hold of Gavin’s balls and fed them through the base ring of the device, then guided his flaccid cock through it too, nesting the base against his shaved pubic hair. The device worked the same way as the one we had at home, and so I knew to slide the plastic tube over his manhood, pressing it down against the base so that the pins slid through the holes designed for them. Then I twisted the key in the lock, engaging the locking mechanism locking my husband’s cock away once again. A few hours of freedom, from our home to Athena’s, and now he was imprisoned once again. And I felt that same flush of power I always did when I locked him away, that same dark thrill of taking possession of his manhood and turning it into my toy.

“That’s better,” Athena said.

Stepping toward Gavin, she reached out and ran her hand over the device. He groaned as she tugged on it lightly. It seemed almost as if she was checking to make sure I had done it properly, as if I didn’t know exactly how they chastity device worked by now, thanks to her. But also, her touch was driving my husband crazy, and that was what we both wanted.

Still holding his caged cock and balls in her hand, Athena turned to me. It was so strange and wild to see another woman touch my husband in such an intimate place, to see her hold him so possessively as if he belonging to her as much as he did to me. Part of me wanted to tell her to stop, to protest, to keep him all to myself. But that other part of me wanted exactly this. To see his submission extend beyond just me to any woman, to see him bow before beauty in that way I couldn’t get enough of.

“Is he a pain slut, your husband?”

I blinked in surprise. It wasn’t a term I was familiar with, and it took me a moment to figure out what Athena was even saying.

“Not really,” I said. “And I don’t really like hurting him. I mean, I love him, even if he is my slave. Besides, he’s usually pretty obedient, especially when he wants something. I don’t have to hurt him to get what I want.”

“Glad to hear it,” Athena said with a smile. “Still, a little motivation is never a bad idea. We can start with something milder.”

Releasing her grip on Gavin’s genitals, she walked quickly across the room, stepping past me to reach the shelves behind me again. She took down what looked like a strap, with some big black plastic box attached to it. Walking up to Gavin again, she once again took his balls in her hand, making him grunt and groan. I watched as she wrapped the strap around his scrotum, underneath the chastity device.

I opened my mouth to say something. At first, I had thought she intended to pull the strap tight around his balls, squeezing them painfully. But she didn’t. She fastened the strap so that it was secure, but went no further. I could see my husband’s balls sticking out underneath the strap, made more visible by the tight band around his sack.

Then, Athena stepped away. Standing close to me, she held up a tiny black oblong made of plastic. With a smile on her pretty face, she pressed a button.

Gavin cried out. His body seemed to stiffen, sinews appearing in his neck as he gritted his teeth. Standing there in Athena’s dungeon, he struggled against his handcuffs, the muscles showing in his arms as he wrestled against them to no effect. And Athena, smiling, in control as always, kept her manicured thumb on the button that I quickly realized was the source of Gavin’s pain.

Groaning, he sank down to his knees. He was babbling incoherently, but I could tell he was pleading with Athena to stop the torture. I pitied him, even as the sight of what was happening turned me on. I didn’t know why gave me such a thrill to see my husband in pain, when I loved him more than anything, and only wanted him to be happy. Maybe because I knew that in its own inverted way, this was what made him happy. Not the pain itself, maybe; as I had said to Athena, Gavin and I really didn’t play that way. But the fact he could do nothing to stop it. The fact that he had to submit to it, had to suffer if that was what his female superiors wanted. It was such a turn-on for me, and I knew it would be for him, too. Just as soon as he could think about that instead of what Athena was doing to him.

She lifted her finger from the button. Almost immediately, the stiffness seemed to leave Gavin’s body. Panting, he looked up at her and at me, the wheels visibly turning in his mind as he tried to figure out what just happened to him.

“Shock collar,” Athena said, waving the little remote control in the air as she spoke. “They were designed to train dogs, but I find they work just as well on men. Or even better.”

I was amazed by her audacity, but Athena seemed to treat it all as if it were normal. And for her, I guess, it was. This was her livelihood, the way she lived her life. And Gavin and I had been getting into some wild stuff lately, pushing the boundaries of our desires and our kinks, but I could see already that this woman was completely out of our league. Already, within minutes, she had taken things further than I had ever done, and I felt the thrill of things sliding out of my control.

One of the hardest parts of being a dominatrix, I had soon learned, was always being in charge. Always having to come up with new ideas, new delights, new ways to be mean and selfish and commanding. It was nice to sit back and let a more experienced woman take over that burden. I could just sit back and enjoy the spectacle of my husband’s submission.

“Are you going to be a good boy for us?”

Athena asked Gavin the question with an amused little smirk on her face. But he didn’t smile as he looked at her. Of course, we both knew the answer to her question. There was only one acceptable answer, only one realistic response from a guy who wanted us as badly as Gavin did.

“Yes, Princess Athena.”

“Good,” Athena said. “Now you’re locked up, I guess we can give you back your hands. But only so you can serve us better.”

Athena circled around behind Gavin. She unclasped the chain that connected the cuffs, but didn’t take the cuffs themselves off. I saw them on his wrists as Gavin put his hands by his sides, looking at me. Handcuffs, chastity device, and shock collar. That was all he was wearing. And I didn’t even try to stop the laughter that bubbled up inside me as I looked at him, enjoying his disgrace, his humiliation, and his total helplessness to resist whatever came next.

“So he’s obedient?”

“Generally, yeah,” I said, feeling like I needed to avoid praising him too much.

“That’s good. I’m so glad you taken charge of him. I feel like all wives should be doing this with their husbands. Turning them into submissive little servants while they have boyfriends on the side.”

After all my wild adventures with Gavin over the past few weeks, I actually blushed at that. I looked at him for a moment, and he stared at me, his eyes burning with wordless fear and rage.

“Well, I don’t know about that,” I mumbled. “He’s my husband. He’s the only guy for me.”

“Suit yourself,” Athena said with a shrug. “But I can’t imagine being stuck with one guy forever. Not when there are so many other submissive boys willing to worship the ground we walk on.”

“How many do you have?”

It was something I had been wondering about almost from the moment I first learned about Princess Athena. Not that it really mattered, I supposed, but I was curious. From the look of her apartment, she was doing extremely well, and I found myself wondering just how hard she had to work to maintain the lifestyle she had.

“Dozens,” Athena said, shrugging again. “There’s basically an unlimited supply out there. Guys like your husband who will happily pay a pretty girl not to have sex with them, and to not let them have sex with anyone else. And a lot of them are married. Well, you know how I feel about that.”

“Yeah. I had no idea,” I said faintly.

It wasn’t like I wanted to relive the sense of hurt and betrayal I felt when Athena first revealed my husband’s infidelity to me. I wanted to put all that in the past, to focus now on the pleasure it gave us to play these kinky games. Still, having this conversation with her was stirring up those memories. And in a way, it was making me less sympathetic to Gavin’s plight as he stood there silently listening to us, waiting for his next instructions. He deserved this. He deserved to be humiliated, to be used by us. And that was ignoring the fact that we all knew this was exactly what he wanted.

“Lots of men are embarrassed by it,” Athena said. “As if it makes them less of a man to submit to a woman. Which, honestly, it kind of does. I mean, look how pathetic he looks right now. All locked up and ready to serve. Aren’t you pathetic, slave?”

Gavin’s eyes darted from Athena to me and back again. I could see that he didn’t want to say it. Even after everything I had put him through, even after all the humiliating things I had made him say or do, it didn’t matter. He was still clinging to some semblance of pride, still trying to resist what he most wanted, to give us complete power over him.

But of course, he had no chance. And we all knew it.

“Yes, Princess Athena,” Gavin mumbled, and Athena chuckled. I smiled too, enjoying how easily she made his resistance crumble.

“That’s right, you are,” she said. “Now, where are my manners? Would you like something to drink?”

She turned to me as she spoke, and I smiled back at her. Despite the new setting, we were back on familiar territory. My husband caged and forced to obey, turned into a little servant for me to use however I wanted.

“Yeah, okay,” I said.

Athena stepped away from me, heading for the door of the bedroom. I followed, and she snapped her fingers, summoning Gavin without a word. I smiled over my shoulder at him as he followed us, this hulking naked man completely under our control. I had the keys to his chastity, and I tucked them into the pocket of my jeans as I moved through Athena’s beautiful apartment. Meanwhile, she still held the remote the shock collar in her hand, the toys giving us both incredible power over him in different ways. Only I could give him pleasure, while she could give him pain with very little effort on her part.

Athena led me back in the living room, toward her huge white couch. The living room was slightly sunken, a couple of steps down from the kitchen and the bedrooms, and I followed her over to sit on the sofa. Gavin, knowing his place, stood in front of us, his naked body on display, the implements of his captivity clearly visible.

“Beer? Wine? Soda? What would you like?”

“Wine,” I said, looking at my husband.

Athena nodded.

“Me too. Off you go.”

“Yes, Princess Athena,” Gavin mumbled. I watched him turn, watched his naked ass moving away from me as he headed toward the kitchen. Thanks to the open plan of the apartment, I could see him over there, opening her fridge and pulling out a bottle of wine.

“You do seem to have him fairly well-trained,” Athena said. “Are you sure you’ve never dominated a man before?”

“Definitely not,” I said, smiling at the backhanded compliment.

The fact was, it did feel good to be praised by her, to have it acknowledged that I’d come a long way in such a short time. Maybe this kind of stuff came naturally to her, or maybe she had learned it through long effort and practice. But for me, this was all new, and that was part of what made it so exciting, but it also meant I was plagued by doubts. Doubts she didn’t seem to share as she ordered my husband and who knew how many other slaves around and made them do whatever she wanted.

“Well, you’re a natural at it,” Athena said. “Though I’m not surprised. I mean, look at you. A lot of times, these guys who are seeing me behind their wives’ back, their wives are – well, I don’t want to be mean. But often, they’ve let themselves go. They don’t look like you.”

Absurdly, I blushed. Absurd because of everything that had happened between us already, everything we knew about each other. It should take more than a compliment on my looks to turn my head. But it was what it was. If nothing else, it helped my confidence, and maybe that was the point.

“Thanks,” I said, while Athena smiled warmly at me.

But then, as Gavin made his way back across the apartment with a glass of wine in each hand and handed them to us, the whole atmosphere changed. Athena, I had already noticed, was so good at that. She could change so quickly from being a nice polite young woman to being a demanding mistress, but I supposed that was part of her game. It was almost like I was taking notes, trying to learn everything I could from the dominant aura of this remarkable young woman.

She took a glass from Gavin without saying a word, and so did I. Together, we clinked our glasses and drank some wine while Gavin stood there, awaiting further orders. Athena turned to him, her dark eyes shining as she looked him up and down again, raising her chin a little.

“I need a foot rest,” she said. “Get down on the floor.”

Again, Gavin looked at me, almost as if he felt guilty about obeying this woman. But he didn’t try to resist. He did what she wanted, dropping down onto his hands and knees on the floor in front of us. Athena lifted her feet from the floor and laid them across my husband’s back, crossing her feet at the ankle and letting out a theatrical sigh.

After a moment, I did the same. I set back in the sofa, resting my feet on Gavin’s shoulders. And he just crouched there with his head down, on hands and knees, not even looking up at us. As I watched him, I could only imagine the feelings of shame and disgrace that were vibrating through him, fueling his desire, driving him wild with lust.

Athena took another sip of her wine. Slowly, she uncrossed her feet, dragging the sharp heel of one boot across Gavin’s back and leaving a mark. He winced quietly underneath us, and I felt him tremble. And I enjoyed it. I loved his helplessness, his meek passivity. I loved his vulnerability. It was all making me wet, unbelievably turned on as I sat there on Athena’s sofa.

And that made me think. Obviously, we had come there for sex. But I hadn’t really given too much thought to what that might mean. The goal was for the two of us to dominate and humiliate my husband, but somehow, it felt as if I had underestimated how much that excited me, and how desperately I would want to get fucked. And now we were in the house of a near stranger, and even as candid as we had been with each other, it still felt strange to think about satisfying my primal needs with her around.

Let alone what she might want.

But there was no denying that sex was in the air, especially with the next comment Athena made as she turned to smile at me again.

“Is he good in bed?”

“Better than he used to be,” I said, making the younger woman laugh. “I mean, no complaints. I never really had any to begin with. But he’s definitely better now. He’s so eager to please. Especially when I let him out. Especially because he knows that the minute I’m done using him, he’s going straight back in the cage.”

“Isn’t it awesome?”

It was the first little crack in Athena’s dominant persona, the first sign of real enthusiasm instead of the cool indifference she seemed to usually put on.

“It’s so much fun having these boys so desperate to please. They’ll do anything. As you know. That’s why I genuinely believe all women should keep all men in chastity. It would solve so many problems. Look how well they behave for us when they know the only way they can have sex is to do as they’re told.”

My feet still resting on Gavin’s back, I considered Athena’s words. It was crazy, but in that moment of pure sexual tension, it seemed to make a lot of sense. There was no denying that Gavin had been more attentive than at any other point in our relationship since I became his keyholder. This weird kink had practically saved our marriage. And now, I felt closer to Gavin than I ever had before. Now that I knew who he really was, even the darkest facets of the man I had married revealed to me. And I felt myself simultaneously melting with both love and desire at that moment, even sitting right next to a woman I barely knew, the pretty dominatrix who I had to thank for everything that had changed in my relationship with Gavin.

“It’s true,” I said. “Thank you for giving me his key. I don’t know what would have happened if you hadn’t.”

“No problem,” Athena said. “My pleasure. Especially now I can see how it’s changed the relationship between the two of you. He really is your slave now. Just as he should be.”

Again, she dragged her heel across Gavin’s back, and again, he winced quietly underneath her. And I raised one of my own feet, pressing the heel of my boot into his shoulder. Not to really hurt him, but just to remind him that I was there, that I had the same power over his body as Princess Athena did.

“Every used a queening stool?”

Athena’s question came out of nowhere. Looking at her, I shook my head slowly. The smile on her face only grew wider.

“Oh my God, you’re going to love it. Is he good at eating pussy?”

Again, I blushed. But Athena asked the question as if she was asking about the weather. And maybe in her world, questions like that were just as normal and natural as that.

“Yeah, he is, actually,” I said, my cheeks still burning.

“Good. That’s the least any husband should do. Come with me.”

Athena swung her feet down off Gavin’s back, then stood. She stepped away from the sofa, and I did the same. Gavin watched from his hands and knees as we stepped away from him, heading back toward the bedroom. We were halfway there before Athena stopped, turning her head to look over her shoulder.

“Slave, get over here!”

It was the first time she had shouted at him, and I almost jumped in surprise. Gavin seemed to jump too, springing to his feet to obey her command. But another yell from Athena stopped him.

“Crawl, pig!”

And I placed both hands over my mouth, trying not to laugh in shock and astonishment as he did as he was told. Dropping back to his hands and knees, he crawled on all fours across the living room, and Athena smiled as she watched him approach.

“Follow me,” she said. And she led us both back into the dungeon, me following her and Gavin bringing up the rear, crawling on hands and knees like a dog.

Athena led us around the bed. On the far side of the bed, I saw a low stool. There was a hole cut out of the seat, and underneath I could see a cushion that I didn’t fully understand.

Princess Athena soon showed me what she had in mind.

“Lie down, on your back,” she ordered, and Gavin did as he was told. Directed by her, he lay down under the stool, his head on the cushion at floor level, and my heart beat faster in my chest as I saw what was going to happen next.

Athena crouched down over Gavin, almost sitting on his chest. She took his wrists in her hands and guided them toward the legs of the stool. Gavin didn’t resist as she clipped the chains on his cuffs to rings on the legs of the stool. He just stared up through the hole in the seat, watching us and waiting to see what happened next.

“He’s all yours,” Athena said, rising from her seat on top of Gavin and turning to me. “Keep him there as long as you want. Once you’re done with him, you can just leave him there. And if he needs any encouragement…”

She lifted the remote control, and Gavin cried out as she pressed the button, sending another painful shock ripping through his body from his balls. Releasing the button, she handed the remote control to me. I took it carefully, looking down at my captive husband.

Gavin looked up at me. His face was so desperate, framed by the hole in the stool as he gazed up at me without saying a word. There was nothing he could do. And nothing, I knew, he wanted to do, except exactly as he was told. He wanted just this, to be used and abused, to be the toy for my pleasure that he so often was these days.

And that was exactly what I wanted too.

With that superior smile on her face, Athena headed toward the door of the bedroom. Turning to glance meaningfully at me over her shoulder, she pulled the door shut behind her.

I turned back to Gavin.

“Just you and me, chore boy,” I said. “How turned on are you right now?”

“So turned on, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin groaned, his eyes half-closed as if he couldn’t even tolerate looking at me, he wanted me so badly. I giggled, looking down at him in the chair, knowing I was going to use him. His nose and mouth were practically framed in the hole in the seat, the perfect height for servicing me. Slowly, I lifted my sweater over my head and draped it on the bed.

Then, I reached for the front of my jeans. I unfastened my belt and pulled down the zipper. Gavin watched, breathing heavily, as I pulled down my jeans. Sitting on the bed, I unzipped my boots and slid them off, and pulled my jeans the rest of the way down. Then, rising to my feet, I plucked at my panties.

“Ready to serve me, slave boy?”

“Oh my God, yes, Mistress!”

Gavin seemed to be reaching peak desperation, straining against the restraints that held him to the stool, his mouth already reaching up through the hole. I pulled down my panties and turned, lowering myself down onto the low stool.

The position was perfect. His mouth was right where I wanted it, his nose almost buried in my ass while his tongue slid over my wet slit. And I moaned in pleasure, looking around the dungeon as I did, still barely able to believe that we were really here and that this was really happening.

Gavin licked me like his life depended on it. And I forgot that just on the other side of the bedroom door, his first mistress was waiting, probably hearing every noise I made.

I didn’t care. Dissolving in pleasure, I howled my ecstasy at the ceiling.


A Toy For Two Mistresses

Gavin lay underneath me, tied to the chair I sat on. His nose and mouth were pressed against my body, held there by the way the seat was designed. Not that I got the sense he would have moved away anyway.

After all, that was fundamentally how these games worked. It was rare that I actually made my husband do something he truly didn’t want to do. And when I did, it was always with the promise of giving him something he would ultimately enjoy as a reward. It was something I thought about a lot, honestly. Whether this was really fair to him, whether this was healthy for our relationship. But not at times like that. At times like that, sitting on a chair with my husband tied up beneath me, all I could think about was pleasure.

An orgasm washed over me, lighting me up from within with the fire of passion. But I knew from experience now that one is never enough. And with my husband tied up underneath me, I knew I could expect more. I knew I could demand it.

So that’s what I did.

My pussy spasmed like always, dripping a steady stream of my juices onto Gavin’s captive face. And I shifted in my seat, stretching out my legs to rest my feet on his stomach. I regretted I wasn’t wearing something sexier, some nice sharp high heels like the ones Athena wore to tease and torment my husband while I sat on top of him. But in the end, I knew I had everything I needed.

The remote control for the shock collar was in my hand, and feeling a delicious thrill of wickedness, I pressed the button. Gavin grunted, and I felt his body stiffen, transmitting his discomfort to me. I had been telling the truth when I told Athena he wasn’t much of a pain slut, that giving and receiving pain were not a big part of the way he and I played. We were more about the psychology of it all, the teasing, the humiliation, the pure erotic thrill of keeping my husband frustrated and desperate for me. Still, at the same time, I didn’t exactly hate the new power the device gave me. Another thing Athena seemed to be right about. Having the ability to dole out pain whenever I felt like it, to punish Gavin so easily, wasn’t exactly unwelcome to me, either.

I lifted my finger off the button, and Gavin’s body relaxed. I could feel his breath on me, my husband panting with lust and the echo of the pain I had given him. I felt so cruel, sitting up there on top of him like a queen on a throne. After all, that was what Athena had called it. The queening stool. And it didn’t take a massive leap of the intellect to figure out why.

“How do you like being stuck down there, slave boy?”

“Oh my God, Mistress Keeley, this is amazing,” I heard Gavin gasp. And I felt his words as much as I heard them, felt all the sincerity and desperate desire in them that told me he was telling the truth. Not that that surprised me, of course. Everything I had learned about my husband in the last little while persuaded me that he would be having the time of his life.

After all, he had two cruel and dominant mistresses to serve and no way to escape or resist, no way to put up the fight he didn’t want to make the first place. This captivity freed him. That was a conclusion that only came to me then, sitting on a stool in Athena’s dungeon with the remote control of the shock collar in my hand. Making Gavin my prisoner, our prisoner, freed him to enjoy what his ego told him he shouldn’t: the thrill of being controlled. It was that, more than the chastity device locked around his cock, that made him so ready and willing to obey us, so reluctant to put up any kind of resistance at all.

“Yeah, I bet you love it, you little pervert,” I said with a giggle, knowing how my husband loves to hear me mock him like that. “But I hope you don’t think you’re done already. You’ve got a long, long way to go before you earn your next release. And you know exactly how to do that, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin mumbled underneath me.

He couldn’t see the smile of delight that spread across my face, the pure thrill that filled me as I ordered him around. Then again, it’s not like it would have surprised him if he could have seen it. His wife was a dominatrix now, and maybe he had never imagined such a thing happening, but there was no denying that somehow, this crazy game was working for us in a way probably neither of us would ever have thought it would.

Gavin started licking again. He ran his tongue up and down my quivering pussy, his movements slow and controlled. About the only time he did have any control, I thought to myself with another little shiver of lust. The only power he ever had in our relationship anymore was to choose how to pleasure me, and even then, I got the last word on that, too. But for now, I was more than willing to let him do his thing, to gasp and moan in pure delight while my husband used every trick he had learned over the course of our relationship to bring me to another orgasm.

It wasn’t quick. Despite how primed my body was by the ecstasy I had already experienced, the next orgasm was a long time coming. But that didn’t matter. Just like my husband’s own teased pleasure, the longer I waited, the better it got.

And I had enough ways to amuse myself as my husband continued to worship my pussy. With wide eyes, I stared around the room, still struggling to believe, after everything we had done together, that we were actually here, in the dungeon of a genuine dominatrix, playing kinky games of domination and submission. As Gavin continued to service me, as my desire continued to climb, that disbelief slowly diminished, replaced by growing pleasure. But it never went away completely. It was always a wonder somehow, always a source of amazement that this had become the way we lived. It never got old, partly because it never got stale, because we were always finding new ways to experience each other, just like we were now.

My legs trembled, my feet moving involuntarily on Gavin’s sunken stomach. He might’ve started off slow, but now he was definitely making up for lost time. He was licking me hungrily, desperately, channeling all that frustrated desire into pleasuring me.

As always, it felt amazing. As always, it made me breathless with twisted desire to be doing this to the man I loved, using him as nothing more than a slave, a toy, and an object for my pleasure. A thrill like no other, a pleasure that eclipsed everything else, and if it hadn’t been for Princess Athena and her somewhat strange sense of morality when it came to relationships, I might never have known what turned my husband on more than anything. I might never have known how much this all turned me on, too.

My next orgasm was a long time coming, but when it did, just as I thought, it was all the more powerful for being delayed. I trembled and gasped, I shuddered and shook, and another long moan escaped me as my pussy contracted around Gavin’s invading tongue. As always, it felt incredible. As always, it felt somehow new. It didn’t matter how many times we had done this, or other activities like this, or how many times my body had vibrated with the same wild delight. Every time felt different. Every time felt new. Every orgasm left me gasping and moaning like a wounded animal, trembling with the pure thrill of being the woman my husband worshiped.

Gavin stopped licking. The way the chair was designed didn’t allow him to move his face away, and so he just lay there, on his back, breathing steadily. I could feel his breath in the juices that cooled on my skin, my exposed sex still hot with pleasure and leaking warm fluid all over his face. For a while, I just sat there, blown away by what we had done. Not really thinking anything in particular, just enjoying another moment of pure carnal pleasure.

As those wonderful feelings slowly faded, I leaned back against the wall behind me. Below me, Gavin waited, knowing he had no choice in what happened next. And I had no idea what that might be. But of course, I thought with another little thrill of disbelief and delight, I wasn’t the only person who had a say in that. Princess Athena was just the other side of that door, and she, experienced dominatrix that she was, was bound to have her own ideas about what happened next.

Lifting my feet off Gavin’s stomach, I placed them on the floor. My legs trembled as I pushed myself upright from a squatting position, feeling weak after those irresistible waves of pleasure. One hand on the wall for support, I rose to my feet and turned, looking down at Gavin where he lay beneath me. His face was framed by the hole cut in the feet of the stool, and I could see how my juices shone on his skin, an unneeded reminder of how I had just used him. But he was staring up at me with that familiar look of astonishment, of disbelief, of pure desire. He wanted nothing more than this. Well, maybe one thing, I thought with a slight inner giggle. But he wasn’t going to get that. Not yet, anyway.

Still leaning with one hand on the wall, I raised one foot from the floor and tapped my toes against his caged cock. He groaned and squirmed, his movements restricted by being locked to the stool that made him nothing more than an object. I laughed again, laughing at his plight, his helplessness, his willingness to be whatever we wanted him to be. It was all intoxicating, all addictive, all endlessly thrilling.

“I think I’m going to leave you here,” I said, smiling down at him, eager to let him know how little choice he had in whatever happened to him. “Let you think about how you can serve us better.”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

It was like all the resistance had been forced out of him, dissolved by the corrosive acid of his frantic desire. He couldn’t fight what he wanted so badly, couldn’t resist the torture we were putting him through. Addicted to it, as always.

Smiling, I blew Gavin a kiss. He didn’t smile back at me. He just continued to look at me with that expression of desperate lust on his face, that pure and heartfelt desire.

He wasn’t easy to step away from him in that moment, knowing there was more I could do. Knowing that that locked-up cock was desperate for me, and that the key was in the pocket of my jeans as I pulled my clothes back on. As usual, Gavin didn’t say a word, but he watched me intently, his eyes fixed on every move I made. He didn’t beg. He didn’t plead. He just watched as I got dressed without saying a word, leaving my boots on the bedroom floor as I stepped toward the door.

I felt nervous as I opened the door and stepped out into the apartment. Quickly, I closed the door behind me again. Athena was sitting on the sofa, and she turned her head toward me when she heard the door, a smile lighting up her pretty face. Blushing, I walked toward her. She knew exactly what I had been doing, and it had all been her idea, but that didn’t change the fact that it felt so strange to be standing in front of a stranger who knew everything about our sex life and basically nothing about who we were as people.

I sat down on the sofa beside her.

“It’s good, isn’t it? That stool.”

“Yeah,” I said with a little chuckle.

That was putting it mildly. Being locked away, Gavin had been eating my pussy more than ever. But I couldn’t deny that the chair gave him a whole different access point, a whole different way to perform that regular task of his. And it made me feel so powerful to sit there, demanding pleasure, making him serve me, giving him no choice. Athena knew what she was talking about. There was no denying that. I know I had to get past my shame and embarrassment and awkwardness if I wanted to learn what this young woman had to teach me.

“They’re not cheap, but you should think about getting one yourself. I assume he’s got his head between your legs pretty much all the time?”

Again, I blushed. But Athena asked the question as if there was nothing unusual about it, as if we were old friends who talked in such an intimate way. I guessed in the world that she lived in, this kind of conversation wasn’t unusual. But it certainly was for me.

“Yeah, he does that a lot,” I admitted.

Athena’s smile deepened.

“Good. Really puts a guy in his place, I find.”

“So is that how you pay for all the stuff? Dominating guys online?”

“Yeah,” Athena said, raising her sculpted eyebrows slightly, the smile never wavering on her face. “They buy me everything.”

“How – how much do you make?” I said. “If that’s not rude to ask.”

Athena chuckled.

“Well, it varies,” she said. “I can’t give you exact numbers. But put it this way: I make more doing this than I made doing any job I’ve ever had, and more than any of my friends make. And some of them have pretty good jobs.”

“Six figures?”

“Easily.”

“Wow.”

Maybe I shouldn’t have been that surprised. I had heard all the stories, about women who provided the kind of services she did. And I had seen the bank statements, thanks to her. I knew what Gavin had been paying her, back when he was paying her. It was obvious that she wouldn’t need many customers like him to make a very handsome living. At times, it was enough to make you feel stupid for working a regular job, knowing there were women out there making that kind of money just to be mean to guys who wanted it.

“You should try it,” Athena said, turning toward me even more on the sofa. “You’ve got the looks, and the attitude.”

“Oh, no,” I said, blushing again. “I’m flattered, but… I could never. I’m married.”

“So? So are most of them. Didn’t stop your husband, did it? Besides, what else could you ‘never’ do? Did you ever think you could be here, with your husband’s cock locked in chastity, turning him into your submissive slave?”

“Well, no,” I admitted. She had a point there.

“Exactly,” Athena smiled. “You never know what you’re capable of until you try. And life’s too short not to try everything, at least once.”

“Maybe,” I said with a shrug.

I had heard more than my share of wild ideas lately, and this was certainly another one in that category. I couldn’t imagine doing what she did, even if all I had to do to see the benefits of it was look around me. Her apartment was beautiful, and it was amazing to think that she didn’t have any other job except making content for horny men online. But I had always considered the game that Gavin and I played to be something intimate between us, even if we had only discovered it because of her in the first place. Even if, now, just by coming to visit her, we were bringing her into it too.

“How’s he doing in there?”

“Oh, you know. Horny. Frustrated. Desperate.”

“Perfect,” Athena said, and I laughed at her words.

“How are you finding it? Being in charge all the time?”

I frowned thoughtfully before I spoke. Maybe unsurprisingly, given her expertise in these matters, Athena had put her finger right on something I had been thinking about a lot lately.

“It’s tough,” I said. “I mean, it’s awesome. I love it. I never thought of myself as someone who craves power, but now that I have it, I can’t get enough of it. But you’re right. It can be tough. I just feel like he has these expectations of how he wants me to be. Like he wants me to be more like… Well, you. And it’s a lot to live up to.”

“I know what you mean,” Athena said.

She took a sip from a glass of wine that she had clearly refilled while Gavin and I were playing in the next room.

“The more you do it, the better you get at it. Practice makes perfect. But it is a lot of pressure.”

“It’s kind of why I wanted to meet you, actually,” I confessed. “I mean, I can lock him up and make him eat my pussy every single day, and it’s great. But does he want more?”

“Well, the only way to know that is to ask him,” Athena said. “Look, this lifestyle is all about communication. When it comes right down to it, the hardest thing about all this isn’t the whips and chains, or the outfits, or coming up with new ways to dominate a slave. The hardest part is talking honestly and openly with a submissive guy to make sure you’re giving him what he wants, and what you want. I don’t want to overstep here. But I’m guessing you guys haven’t been the greatest at communication in the past.”

Athena spoke slowly, carefully, her dark eyes fixed on mine as if to study my reaction. And initially, I bristled at what she said. But I forced myself to be calm, to listen, to think about it. After all, she had a point. Maybe if we had communicated better, my husband would have felt secure in telling me about his kinks. Maybe we never would have gone through the dry spell that we did, and he would never have looked outside our marriage for some simulation of what he didn’t dare tell me he wanted.

I refused to blame myself for what had happened, refused to act as if I was the only party responsible. But at the same time, it didn’t make much sense to me to put all the blame on him. Gavin had done what he had done, and I didn’t love that fact, even if I was now standing next to the woman he had done it with. But clearly, something had been wrong in our marriage. And the fact that it was right now, that the wild games we were playing had made all this go away, didn’t change the fact that it had happened. It didn’t raise the knowledge that we were vulnerable to this happening again, if the sex ever went bad.

And that was why I was so determined to make sure that didn’t happen.

“That’s probably true,” I said softly.

“Well, it seems like you guys are well past it,” Athena said. “I’ve said it before, but I’m honestly really impressed about how you’ve taken to this, how you’ve taken his fantasies on board and made them reality. Most women are too scared or too grossed out by it. But that just means they’re not understanding their husbands on a very deep and important level.”

I nodded. I didn’t doubt she was right about that. Since we started playing, the change in our relationship was practically overnight. And it felt like Gavin and I had never been as happy together as we were now, with him locked in chastity and me controlling his sexuality. Athena made it all seem almost normal, and for her, I suppose it was. Just being around someone who understood, who knew more about this than we did, made me feel more confident and more like we were doing the right thing.

“Now, I have a question for you,” Athena said.

Her eyes glittered as she set her wine glass aside, leaning a little closer to me on the sofa. I waited, feeling that low-level nervousness I had been feeling all day rising a little within me. Who knew what this woman was capable of? We still knew next to nothing about her. Ultimately, it wasn’t really Athena I was scared of. It was myself, and the dark part of me that she had helped awaken.

“You guys make a cute couple. And you said he’s good with his mouth. Since he’s locked into the stool, how would you feel about me using him?”

I gasped. And Athena smiled in response. I was shocked, and yet, at the same time, I probably shouldn’t have been so surprised. Why had we come to see her in the first place?

Gavin and I hadn’t talked about the possibility of her getting involved, but if it had crossed my mind, I knew that it must’ve crossed his. And every time I had thought of it up to then, I had pushed the thought away, not ready to deal with it. Maybe I needed this push, needed to look into the pretty face of another woman who wanted to play sex games with my husband and have to confront, in real life, just how far I was willing to go.

My mind raced as I sat on the sofa next to her. And this was a feeling that was becoming more familiar by the day, but that didn’t mean I was used to it. I was surprised by myself, as much as I was surprised by the turn events had taken. Every second that went by without me answering increased my sense of shock at myself. Was I really considering this? Was I really willing to cross this line?

I was. That was the most shocking thing of all. But the answer came boiling up inside me as if from some unknown source, the idea of doing this so wrong and deviant and kinky, but all of that making it so much fun at the same time.

“You think he’ll be into that?”

“Please,” Athena said with a smile. “The guy used to pay just to look at pictures of me. You know it would make his year. And if he doesn’t want to, he can safeword out, of course. But we both know he’s not going to do that. But I’m talking to you. How do you feel about it? A lot of people think they’re ready for this, and then it turns out they’re not, and it can cause problems in a marriage. You guys seem like you’d be strong enough to handle it. But the truth with something like this is you never know until you actually do it, and then it’s too late.”

For a while, I said nothing. And Athena seemed content to let the silence build, letting me think about what she was saying. She was right, of course. I had no way of knowing how it would actually feel to see Gavin with someone else, no way of knowing how I would react. Everything we had done up to that point had felt just as dangerous, and yet it had all worked out. Still, this was another step into the beyond. This was further than we had ever gone before, and further than we had imagined going. Further than I had imagined going, anyway.

“I mean… It does sound kind of hot.”

Athena grinned.

“You can say no if you want. I have other ways to take care of myself.”

“Yeah, I know, but… I dunno. I think I’m into it.”

Still smiling, Athena paused. It was as if she was waiting for a moment to see if I would change my mind, to see if this was really what I wanted. And I was probably even more surprised than she was to find that it was. I never would have thought of it myself, never would have dared to do it. But having her ask me, having her sitting there in front of me, made it all seem… Well, not normal. It was anything but normal. But it was fun.

“Okay then. Want to watch?”

“Oh, there’s no way I’m letting you in there with him without supervision,” I said, smiling as I spoke.

“I was hoping you’d say that,” Athena said. “Okay then. Let’s go blow your husband’s mind.”

She rose to her feet, and I followed. My heart pounded in my chest, the blood roaring in my ears, every step we took toward the closed door of the bedroom seeming to increase the pressure. There was a voice in my head screaming at me to stop before we went too far, a voice I had heard before, but never this loudly or stridently.

But as always, I ignored it. I pushed it aside as Athena pushed open the door, trying as far as possible to concentrate on the potential for pleasure that lay ahead instead of the possibility of disaster.

She circled around the bed, the high heels of her ankle boots clicking on the floor. I followed as she walked toward where my husband sat, still shackled to the queening stool. Through the gap in the seat, he looked up at us both, his chest rising and falling as he breathed. Looking down, I could see the way his cock strained against the chastity device, the sensitive flesh swelling out between the gaps in his new captivity. He was turned on again, but I knew that. How could he not be, when everything we were doing was so unbelievably sexy?

“Your beautiful wife tells me you’re good little pussylicker,” Athena said, standing over the stool.

I stood close behind her, and tried to imagine the way it felt to be tied up like Gavin was, gazing up at us both, helpless and horny and wondering what would happen next. It was such a thrill, I could hardly stand it, and I could only imagine how powerful those feelings were for him.

“We’ll see about that,” Athena said.

She reached for the front of her jeans, unfastening them, and I stepped back, sitting down on the edge of the bed to watch. I had never in my life imagined anything like this. But it was happening. And as Athena reached down to take off her boots, as she began to slide her jeans down her legs to pile on the floor at her feet, I knew that I was doing more than just giving my husband the time of his life. I was turning myself on at the same time.


Princess Athena’s World

Athena’s clothes fell in a pile on the floor. She kicked them carelessly aside. She was naked, and from behind, sitting on the bed where I was, I could see the flawless skin of her ass, the incredible shape of her young body. I felt a flash of jealousy. She was always so complimentary about the way I looked, and lately, my husband literally worshiped the ground I walked on. Still, age spares none of us. I would love to be her age again, back when maintaining a good body was so easy. I was sure she worked at it, but I also knew that it only gets harder.

But I didn’t have much time to think about that. Athena reached for the bottom of her shirt, pulling it off over her head. She shook her head free and dropped her shirt on the floor with the rest of her clothes.

Finally, she took off her bra. Her bare breasts barely moved as she freed them, her tan nipples rising from maddeningly perky boobs that fueled that sense of jealousy I was feeling from looking at her. Her body was incredible. I knew my husband was watching her every move, drinking it all in, and I didn’t even blame him. There would have to be something wrong with him not to be excited by her youth and beauty, not to want that incredible figure that stood above him, about to use him just as selfishly as I had.

“Get to work, loser,” Athena said, a sneer on her full pink lips as she looked down at my husband.

Then, she stepped over him. She turned, facing toward the bed where I sat, lowering herself down onto the queening stool in one easy motion.

As she did, she looked at me and smiled. A smile meant for me, not my husband. A crack in the dominatrix armour she wore so well, the persona she used to dominate my husband and so many men like him.

Of course I knew it was all an act. But I also knew it was more than that, too. It was a reflection of who she was, a facet of her personality, but not the whole thing. Maybe that was what my husband paid her for, I thought to myself as I sat there on the edge of the bed, witnessing what I had never thought I would see. It was all fantasy, all make-believe. As long as she was his mistress only online, Gavin could compartmentalize his kinks and his desire, putting it away in a corner of his mind as something that was fun, but not necessarily real.

Athena had changed all of that. By sending me his key, she had forced his fantasies out into the real world. And all this kinky stuff remained a game that we played, set apart from our life. But at the same time, that was feeling less and less true all the time. Because Gavin was locked in chastity, it made him want me more badly than he ever had before, and that turned me on in a way nothing else ever had. All of that was real. More real, maybe, than any other part of our lives.

Athena sat down on the seat, her pussy and ass covering my husband’s face. And I saw his helpless hands move as he began licking her. Without a word, without even trying to reason with us. There was that flash of jealousy as I watched, wondering if he was eating her out as enthusiastically as he had me. Probably.

Athena’s dark eyes were still watching me, that smile still on her face. Honestly, I didn’t know where to look. I never watch porn, and I had certainly never seen a live sex show before. I’m not that type of girl. At least, I wasn’t. But this was intoxicating beyond belief, thrilling beyond measure, and I couldn’t look away, even if I wanted to.

Anyway, wouldn’t that be rude? I was still too much of a novice to know the etiquette at an orgy.

But Athena, as always, seemed to have no doubts at all. If she had even the slightest concerns about being naked in front of me, she gave no signs of it. And with her body, I wouldn’t be either.

She leaned forward on the stool, gripping her knees, and her eyes closed momentarily, her long dark lashes fluttering. Gavin was getting to her. Along with my jealousy at the sight in front of me, I also felt a strange kind of pride. I had talked about his oral abilities, and part of me wanted him to prove me right. To demonstrate to this woman that he was more than just one of the submissive losers who would pay good money for just a glimpse of her hot young body. He was more than capable of pleasing a woman. I wanted her to know that, for reasons I didn’t bother to look too hard into.

And soon, I knew that Athena could see that for herself. Her eyes opened and closed, sometimes looking at me, sometimes not. As lost in her own world of pleasure as she seemed, I guessed she still liked having the audience. Maybe you would need to be at least a little bit of an exhibitionist to make a living the way she did.

My eyes traveled over her body, watching her reactions. Not in the lustful way my husband would have looked at her if he could, if he wasn’t trapped underneath her, able only to focus on her pussy and perfect ass that almost engulfed him through the hole in the chair. I admired her beauty like one would admire a gorgeous painting, with no desire to possess it.

And I didn’t just look at her. I looked at Gavin too, watching his body tremble underneath her. Watching his hands open and close on the empty air, the muscles in his arms struggling against the bondage that kept him in place. In a way, I was getting an idea of what it had looked like when I had sat on his face just a few minutes earlier. It was like being the audience and the actor all at once, getting the full experience of this unbelievable game we were playing.

And it was hot. Of course I knew it would be, but it’s one thing to imagine something and another thing to see it happening in front of you. To see my husband servicing another woman, desperately licking the pussy of a girl we barely knew while I sat there and watched. We had never even talked about this, never even toyed with the idea of bringing someone else into our bedroom. But now, we were in her bedroom, Athena’s dungeon, with all her kinky toys spread out around us, adding to the strange experience. It was turning me on.

Again, as I often did when we had these new experiences, I felt a surge to go with it, to dive into it, to abandon all reserve and let it all wash over me. From experience, I knew that was the only way to fully enjoy it. From experience, I knew that ultimately, I didn’t have much choice.

I barely noticed my hand drifting down to grip my own thighs, barely noticed it sliding between my legs. And when it did, I didn’t try to stop it.

Athena was groaning rhythmically now, her eyes shut for good, her mouth open. Her big pink lips framed the cavity of her mouth that rang with the music of her pleasure, and her breasts bounced on her chest as her body moved. She rocked back-and-forth, wiping her dripping pussy on Gavin’s face, like she was marking him as hers. That idea sent another thrilling little stab of jealousy and possessiveness through me.

The idea occurred to me that maybe, in some small way, I was getting a taste of what I put my husband through. Desperate desire, desperate need, going unfulfilled. I pressed my hand against my pussy through my jeans, squeezing my thighs together around it, and I watched him eating her out, listened to his tongue sliding wetly over her body, and it was hard to even keep track of the thoughts racing through my head. Not that I tried. Not that it mattered.

Athena didn’t cum quickly. But she did cum in the end. There was no doubt about that. I watched the wild shiver of orgasm take her over, watched her body tremble as she was swept up by that wave of pleasure. Through her makeup, I could see her cheeks burning bright red, just the way I knew mine had when my husband gave me pleasure the same way. My heart was thumping in my chest as I watched, every sympathetic nerve in my brain sparking and firing as I watched another woman cum in my husband’s mouth.

Athena let out a long shuddering sigh, her breasts rising and falling more than ever. She opened her eyes, and I watched them focus on me, and a sly smile crept across her face. She leaned back against the wall behind her, still breathing hard, and I looked at her with a blank expression.

“That was hot,” she said in a voice that dripped with obvious pleasure. “We should have filmed that for my followers.”

Her words struck sparks in the dry tinder of my mind. There it was again, another strange reminder of the way this woman made her living. Her life was so unlike mine, her personality so different. Gavin, and the pleasure we both took in dominating and using him, was about the only thing we had in common. But there was no denying that the woman impressed me. Much younger than I was, she still seemed to have everything so much more together, seemed to know herself so much better than I did. I had stumbled into this lifestyle, prompted more by her than by anything else. In that sense, it was like she knew more about my desires than I did myself.

“Seriously?”

“Why not?” Athena said with a devilish grin. “You think it’s hard coming up with new ways to dominate your husband. Try coming up with new content for a bunch of thirsty submissives with fat wallets just waiting to be plundered.”

As she spoke, Athena continued to lean back against the wall behind her. Her face had the dreamy look of a woman who has just cum hard, and I could still feel desire and that jealousy burning inside me. But perhaps the strangest part was that I wasn’t jealous when it came to Gavin at all. I knew I should have been.

He had just pleasured another woman right in front of me. It wasn’t like he had had a choice, but at the same time, he didn’t need to do it with such enthusiasm. He had eaten Athena’s pussy with all the gusto he had eaten mine, all the restrained desire, all the denied lust that always turned me on so much. But somehow, it all seemed okay, given that it was part of the game we were playing. He was there to serve us, an object for us to use. You don’t get jealous when you lend your friend a cup of sugar, do you? In my lust-addled state, that was the best way I could think to frame it.

Maybe you had to be there.

But I thought about what Athena had said. As if her words had lodged a hook in my brain, something I couldn’t get past. Everything we were doing, the way we were playing, all served to push deeper thoughts out of my mind, but that didn’t stop them from bubbling up now and then. How did it feel to be a woman like her? How did it feel to be an object of desire not just for one horny man who loves you, but for dozens who will never meet you? Honestly, it fascinated me. And although I wasn’t trying to think about it, the ramifications kept echoing through my brain, every time she mentioned it.

“You think they’d want to see me?”

“Oh my God, Keeley, yes!”

Athena’s eyes flashed, and a joyful expression showed on her pretty face. Even though I could barely believe what I was saying, even though my cheeks continued to burn with shame and embarrassment as I spoke, I felt a little bit of pride that I had managed to surprise this woman who clearly lived a much wilder life than I did.

And now it seemed I had set her mind racing. Athena looked to one side, her teeth showing as she bit her smiling lip for a moment, considering her next move.

“I mean, we don’t have to show your face,” she said. “Either of you. I’m sure you have lives, jobs and families that you wouldn’t want knowing about this. I can frame it to keep you both anonymous. Or not. Up to you.”

As she spoke, Athena rose from her seat on the queening stool. Her movements were as graceful as ever, but I could see that her orgasm had temporarily tired her as she stepped across the room and sat on the bed beside me. Still naked, but she didn’t care. She sat next to me in her birthday suit as though it was as normal as wearing anything else.

I looked at Gavin. With his head trapped under the stool, it was hard for him to raise his head high enough to look at me. So I rose off the bed and stepped toward him. I crouched down beside the stool, one hand on his chest, looking into his eyes as he looked up at me.

“What do you think, honey?” I said. “I know you want to play with me and Princess Athena some more. But it’s totally up to you. We’re not doing this if you don’t want to. I know I don’t usually give you a lot of choice, but this time, you get to choose.”

“Choose wisely,” Athena added from her perch on the bed, and we both laughed.

Gavin didn’t. He stared up at me through the hole in the queening stool, his face covered in the juices of another woman mixed with my own. The situation was already so completely out of hand, so utterly beyond anything we had ever done before or even imagined. But ultimately, Gavin was still restrained. His cock was still locked away, and I still held the key in the pocket of my jeans, and I knew he was desperately horny. He had serviced both me and Athena while getting nothing for himself, and I could imagine what that was doing to him.

His mouth moved, his lips shining with the residue of female pleasure. Like he didn’t know just how to give voice to what he was feeling in that moment, didn’t know what to say. And I waited, giving him as much space as I could given the situation, trying not to influence his decision one way or the other with my facial expressions or my breathless anticipation. If we were going to do this, it had to work for all of us. We all had to be into it. But while I waited for Gavin to make the fateful decision, I couldn’t deny my own feelings. And giving him the choice brought those feelings home to me with perfect clarity. I wanted this. I wanted him to say yes. I wanted to join Athena on the path she was on and experience, if only for one day, how it felt to be a real dominatrix.

“You won’t show my face?”

“No names. No faces,” Athena said firmly. “I know how to shoot a video to keep someone anonymous. You don’t seem to have any tattoos, which helps.”

Gavin hesitated a moment longer. But with all that excitement buzzing inside me, I felt like I knew now what his answer was going to be. He wouldn’t have asked the question he did otherwise. And so I just waited for the confirmation, waited for that thrill that came from crossing yet another boundary, when we had already crossed so many.

“Okay,” Gavin said, his eyes darting from me to Athena and back again. Because he wanted more. Because he wanted to keep playing, and he knew that this was the way to make that happen. Because he wanted to please us, knowing it was the key to getting the orgasm he had to be absolutely craving by now. Because in the end, my husband does what I want.

“Oh my God, baby, this is going to be so hot,” I said.

Seized by tenderness and gratitude for my husband’s willingness to step out of his comfort zone, I almost leaned down and kissed him, right there and then on the spot. But then I remembered where that mouth had been, and reconsidered. As impressed as I was by Athena and her total dominance of the man I loved, I didn’t want a mouthful of her pussy juices.

“Awesome,” Athena said, slapping her thighs emphatically and rising to her feet. “We need to get dressed then.”

“Dressed?”

“Of course,” Athena said with a smile. “It’s all about the visuals. I can lend you some pieces if you like; I think we’re about the same size.”

That was flattering. But instead of answering, I rose to my feet. I could feel Athena watching me as I circled back around the bed and grabbed the suitcase I had brought with me. I heaved it up onto the bed and opened it, rummaging through my clothes until I found my corset. I had known I was going to use it on this trip; that was why I had brought it, after all. And now, I was so glad I did as I held up in the light, letting Athena see it.

“Perfect,” she said with a smile. “That’s going to drive the subscribers crazy. What about shoes?”

“I only have the boots I came here in,” I said.

“No problem. I can lend you a pair. They might not fit perfectly, but no one’s going to be asking you to run any marathons in them.”

Athena was suddenly all business. As if the thought of making one of her videos had brought out the professional side of her. After all, I reminded myself, this was how she made her living.

Athena crossed the room toward the shelves against the wall where the window was. Her practiced hands moved over the toys and items on display there, and I wondered what was next. Taking down a scrap of black cloth, she moved back toward us, her naked body crouching on the floor beside my restrained husband. Still with that same brisk and businesslike manner, she unfastened the cuffs around his wrists from the shackles of the stool. Then, her hand on Gavin’s shoulder, she guided him out from underneath the stool that had been the throne of our pleasure, letting him finally sit upright.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered, still with that same confidence she had as if it was unthinkable anyone disobey her orders. “We don’t want you losing control of yourself for this next bit.”

And again, I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised by how easily my husband gave in, but again, I was. She could tell him to do anything, it seemed. Just a word from her, and he was ready to submit to anything. Just like he was for me, I reminded myself.

Athena easily clipped Gavin’s cuffs together behind his back, immobilizing him again. She couldn’t seriously expect that he was going to resist as now. Especially not with his cock still locked away completely under female control. It was part of the ritual, I supposed, marking what she did with a kind of mental note for future reference. A way to take his agency away from him, to remind him that he was owned by us. Of course, it had occurred to me before that this also let him off the hook. Nothing he did now was his fault, nothing he secretly wanted completely forbidden. It was those mean old dominatrixes making him do it, not him.

Still, if that was what was going on, I didn’t mind being the scapegoat when it led to this kind of pleasure.

Then, Athena held the black cloth between both hands. She pulled it over Gavin’s head, and as she did, I saw it was a mask. There were holes cut out for his eyes, nose, and mouth, but it disguised his identity completely. I pressed a hand to my mouth, trying not to laugh as he stared at of me through the holes.

“Okay, pretty lady. Now that your husband can’t do anything but watch, let’s get dressed. I’m going to go grab a few things. You can start getting ready.”

Again, she was all business. Still naked and completely unbothered by it, she walked toward the bedroom door and disappeared through it. I watched her go, just as my husband did, still sitting on the floor next to the stool with his hands cuffed behind him.

While she was gone, I turned toward Gavin again.

“Sure you’re okay with this?”

“If you are, Mistress Keeley.”

“Me? I’m more than okay with it. I never wanted to be a porn star, but you have to admit, this sounds like fun.”

“If you say so.”

“Oh, don’t be silly,” I said, unfastening the front of my jeans. “I gave you the choice. Don’t act like you don’t want to do this. Don’t act like you don’t want to play with that beautiful woman out there.”

Gavin said nothing to that. There was nothing he could say. We both knew the truth. Frankly, there’d have to be something wrong with him to not want Athena, given that she was the woman who had got him into these games in the first place, and I knew just how desperate he was for her. Just as he was desperate for me, too.

I was still undressing when Athena returned. She was still naked, but I could see that she had clothes draped over her arms. Very special clothes, by the looks of them.

The first thing that caught my eye was the boots. She had two pairs of them, and they looked almost exactly the same. Exactly what you’d expect a dominatrix to wear, tall shiny things of black patent leather with tall platforms and outrageous high heels. I had never worn anything like that in my life. Still, I knew that was all part of it. All part of the fun and excitement, the enchantment of being a dominant woman. If you want to play the part correctly, you need to look right.

“Try these on,” Athena said, setting both pairs of boots down on the bed.

I carried on undressing, feeling self-conscious as I stripped in front of her. But Athena didn’t treat it like anything lascivious, or really anything special at all. She treated it like it was just normal, like we were old friends swapping clothes with nothing to hide from each other.

While I continued to strip, she started pulling on her own outfit. My heart raced as I saw she had chosen a shiny black bodysuit, made out of what looked like rubber. It clung to her every curve as she pulled it on, showing off the swell of her breasts, the narrowness of her waist, the incredible figure she had that made her so desirable to men like my husband. The bodysuit covered her arms, but the plunging neckline showed off deep cleavage. And the thin strip between her legs barely covered her pussy, promising access that I nevertheless knew Gavin would be denied.

She was still struggling into her outfit once I was completely naked. In my suitcase, I found the black panties I always paired with the corset and pulled them on. I loved the way they felt, so tight and snug against my body, so revealing and so enticing. Glancing over at Gavin, I saw exactly what I had expected to see: his wild eyes watching our every move, locked on us as if he couldn’t bear to tear them away. Which, I thought to myself, was almost certainly the truth.

I picked up my corset and started pulling the laces loose. Athena, now dressed in her sexy bodysuit, turned to lend me a hand. I wrapped the garment around my torso, and she stood behind me, pulling on the laces, helping me shape my body into the figure I knew the corset could give me. It felt so strange, having a woman I barely knew help me dress like that. At the same time, it all contributed to the irresistible feeling I had of being pampered, of being special. Of being the focus of attention. Or one of them, anyway. After all, any woman in any room with Athena was always going to struggle to stand out.

“That’s tight enough,” I groaned as Athena pulled again on the laces of the corset. But she just giggled in response.

“You look amazing,” she said admiringly, still standing behind me. “But we really want to drive these boys crazy, don’t we? Come on. Show off these incredible curves you have.”

And she pulled on the laces again, making my breath grow short as I pressed a hand to my stomach. Then, she started tying the laces off in the small of my back. I didn’t protest. The look on Gavin’s face seemed to suggest that she was absolutely right, that I was looking once again like sex personified as the corset shaped my body into a figure of pure desire.

Once she had the corset tied, Athena stepped around in front of me. She was still smiling, but her smile was smaller now, more enigmatic. Not saying a word, she gently placed her hands on my shoulders, guiding me more than pushing me down onto the bed. I sat, doing what she seemed to want, feeling like I was getting a glimpse of what all these men, including my husband, seemed to see in her. There was something about her and her attitude, something that made people want to do what she said.

“I’ll put your boots on,” she said in a soft voice.

And she kneeled down in front of me, grabbing one of the pairs of dominatrix boots from the bed beside me. I couldn’t really understand why it felt so thrilling to have this gorgeous young woman kneeling in front of me, sliding the sexy footwear onto my legs one at a time. I just knew that it did. And my heart thumped in my chest as Athena tightened the laces of the boots just like she had tightened my corset, the glossy leather gripping my legs tight.

From the floor at my feet, my husband’s former dominatrix smiled up at me. Dressed as I was, feeling his eyes on me from behind, I knew what I looked like. A mistress. And in that moment, it was exactly how I wanted to look.

Rising from her knees, Athena sat down on the bed beside me. She began to pull her own boots on, and I helped her as much as I could, the tight corset restricting my movements. When she was finally dressed, there was no denying that she looked spectacular. The kinky mistress of a thousand submissive dreams.

“Let’s do this, Mistress Keeley,” she said, smiling at me.


Princess Athena Makes A Movie

I’ve come to enjoy dressing up.

The outfit I had on, the corset and black panties I often wore to dominate my husband, was a long way from being anything close to comfortable. Especially the way Athena had tight-laced the corset, squeezing my stomach and ribs harder than ever before. But there was something about putting that outfit on that made everything feel more real. If you want to play the part of a dominatrix, it really helps if you can look like one, and standing there in Athena’s bedroom in my corset and the sexy black high-heeled thigh boots she had lent me, I absolutely felt the part.

Then, there’s also the way it makes Gavin look at me.

Normally when I dress like this, I can count on getting my husband’s full attention. Not this time. Athena’s beautiful young body, provocatively wrapped in latex, was a major distraction even for me, and so it had to be even more unignorable for him. Honestly, with her looking the way she did, it was flattering that I could even hold my own, that I could hold his attention even a little with her in the room. And I could. Gavin’s eyes darted from me to her and back again, flickering between the two of us as he watched. He wanted us. He wanted to devour us, his body screaming for ours, his desire like a visible presence in the room with us. But he couldn’t have us. Athena had cuffed his hands to make sure he couldn’t even touch us, and his cock was still locked away, still under our control.

In fact, that reminded me.

Leaning forward, I reached across the bed. I knew that my posture would make my boobs strain even more against the top of the tight corset, giving Gavin an even better view of my cleavage, and I smiled inwardly at the thought. This revelation of Gavin’s hidden desires, the kinks and fetishes I had never imagined him having, had revealed my husband to me in a complexity I hadn’t guessed, but in some ways, men are very simple. Show a bit of leg and a bit of boob, and they all react the same. As if they’ve never seen it before. As if this wasn’t the same body he had had all to himself for all those years, the same body that, for a while, he had shown so little interest in. Back when he was sending money to Princess Athena, the same woman dominating and humiliating him now in the flesh just for the love of doing it. I guess all of a sudden, we had come a long way in a relatively short time.

My questing hands found my jeans on the bed of Athena’s spare bedroom. Picking them up, I plunged my hand into the pocket and found what I was looking for. The tiny little key to Gavin’s chastity, the secret to all my power over him. As I pulled it out, his eyes followed my every movement, watching with pure desperation as I took control of his body once again.

Of course, Athena noticed it. As I straightened up again, standing on the same side of the bed as her, her eyes lit up as she looked at the key I held. The outfit I was wearing didn’t leave me many places to put Gavin’s key; corsets don’t generally come with pockets. I was about to tuck it into the cup of the corset that held my left boob when Athena flashed me her trademark provocative smile and came up with another solution.

“Wait a sec,” she said. “I have just the thing.”

With that, she turned and walked out of the bedroom. I envied her the grace with which she moved in those outrageous boots, stalking along in the crazy high heels as if she were born in them, as if they were a natural extension of her body. I guess it came with practice. She might be younger than me, but she had spent a lot more time dressed up in kinky fetish gear than I had, and it showed.

While she was gone, I turned to Gavin. He was looking at me across the bed, his eyes practically on stalks. Of course, I couldn’t blame him for not being able to believe what he saw. Neither did I, really. Even though I had dressed this way for him before, minus the boots I had borrowed from Athena. Part of the magic of these games of domination was that every time, to some extent, felt like the first. And that was what kept the magic alive and kept us doing this.

“You’re in so much trouble,” I said to him, grinning as I spoke.

And even though he was normally so serious about these games, I saw the way a smile spread across his face, too. As smile of happiness, of excitement, of disbelief. Somehow, almost accidentally, I had made his craziest dreams come to life. Whatever he had been thinking of, all those years when he kept these secrets from me, I suspected it was never as wild as this.

But now, here we were, and inwardly, I acknowledged that really, this ad stopped being only about him long ago. This had started out as revenge for his infidelity with Princess Athena, but it had stopped being that almost straightaway. Very quickly, once I realized the joy it gave me, it had become something I wanted just as much as he did.

Now, one kinky adventure after another, it was becoming part of who we were. One of the things that most excited us both, one of the things that lit us up with thrilling passion and pleasure. There was nothing else like it. Nothing in our lives up to that point prepared either of us for this. And now, here we were, in the actual dungeon of a bona fide dominatrix, both of us smiling like idiots as we contemplated what might happen next.

Gavin didn’t answer. And after just a moment, we heard the clicking of Athena’s high heels on the floor as she returned to the guestroom. She swept through the open doorway like the conquering queen she was, resplendent in her sexy fetish gear. And as she stepped close to me, she held up her hand, and I saw she was carrying a small silver chain.

“Sit down,” she said, her voice soft as if to mitigate the fact that she was giving me an order. But it wasn’t really an order. It wasn’t the way she ordered Gavin around, anyway. She was a far more experienced dominatrix than me, but the way I saw the relationship between us, we were more or less equals. Despite being younger than me, she was maybe something of a mentor in that sense, but the only power relationship that really mattered was the one we both had with Gavin. And that was very simple. We were both women, and that made us superior to him, and meant he had to obey. There’s a lot to be said for clearly defined roles.

Still, I sat down on the bed just like Athena suggested, and she sat down beside me. She had the chain still in her hands, and I thought of the chain I sometimes wore to keep the key to Gavin’s chastity around my neck. This was different from that. This was much shorter. And while I wondered what she had in mind, Athena patted her lap with her free hand and smiled at me.

“Give me your leg,” she said.

Again, I had this weird feeling like we were somehow close friends. I guess the game we were playing, the wild things we were doing together, forced that kind of intimacy on us. I knew next to nothing about this woman except her name and how she made a living, and for all I knew, her name wasn’t even real. Another part of her persona, the stage act she put on to make horny men like my husband happy. But we had seen each other naked, and I had seen her cum, and that was a shortcut to intimacy if anything was.

Trustingly, I raised my leg from the floor, placing my booted foot in Athena’s lap. The way we were sitting on the bed, we now had our backs toward Gavin, but still, I could feel his attention on us like a spotlight, shutting out the rest of the world to frame us alone in the bright circle of his attention. Athena held out her hand, and I leaned forward, the corset creaking as I did, my body struggling against the stubborn steel boning that enhanced my finger so teasingly.

The young dominatrix didn’t have to say what she wanted from me; I already knew. I willingly handed over the key to my husband’s chastity to her, returning what she had given me to trigger this whole adventure what felt like far longer ago than it really was.

Taking the key in her hands, Athena threaded the tiny chain through the top of it. Then, she bent over my feet once again. I felt another little shiver of desire as she wrapped the chain around one of my ankles, her fingers working to fasten the clasp. I turned to smile over my shoulder at Gavin as she did, biting my lip with excitement. From where he was, I didn’t think he could see exactly what she was doing, even though his eyes were naturally locked on us with the same intensity I had come to expect. Still, he would see soon enough what had become of the key to his manhood.

“There,” Athena said happily once her task was done. “Now he’ll know where it is all the time, and it will remind him that his place is at our feet.”

I swung my feet out of Athena’s lap, placing them on the floor. At the same time, she stood and circled around the bed. I stood too, watching Gavin’s head turn to keep his eyes on her as she moved toward him, no doubt waiting to see what she had planned for him next. And as she reached down to the mattress close to where my discarded clothes lay, I saw her pick up the remote control of the shock collar.

Gavin saw it too. His wide eyes missed nothing as she tucked it into the top of one of her tall boots. Both of us had a weapon against him, some way to control him, to threaten him or encourage him, depending on how we wanted to use it. Of course, the way he desired us meant we always had at least one weapon against him anyway. But as I looked down at the anklet around my leg, on top of the gleaming black boot, I felt again that delicious surge of power radiating through me, that sense of being able to do whatever I wanted, no matter how outrageous it was.

“Stand up,” Athena said to Gavin.

Again, her voice was soft. But this time, there was no doubting that she was absolutely giving an order. And Gavin seemed to take it exactly that way. Struggling slightly with the handcuffs that held his hands behind his back, he rose to his feet.

Seeing him standing there in front of her was its own kind of thrill. He was much bigger than her, even though her high heels and the platforms of her boots raised her up to his height. And yet, he was helpless before her. A single glance was enough to tell anyone where the power lay in that relationship, who was the boss and who was subservient. And that look of pained desire on Gavin’s face, that look that, if I didn’t know any better, would have made me think he was suffering, when really, I knew it was a look of the purest pleasure.

That image, the two of them standing face-to-face, Athena dressed to kill and completely in charge, Gavin in bondage, in chastity and eager to serve, was like a microcosm of the whole relationship with three of us had, the game we were playing. If our story had been a book, that might have been the cover.

“Come on,” Athena said, and her words broke the silence like a spell.

Reaching out, she took hold of Gavin’s arm, and again, I felt a faint little thrill of pleasure to watch her touching my husband in such a familiar way. She guided him along beside her, coming around the bed, and of course, he didn’t resist. He walked beside her, willing to be led to whatever humiliation and disgrace awaited him next. I grinned at Gavin as he came around the bed, led by his mistress, turning in my tall heels to watch her lead him out through the bedroom door.

I followed, watching the muscles in his ass move with every step he took, completely naked while we remained fully clothed, albeit in sexy outfits.

Athena led Gavin down the steps into her slightly sunken living room. She positioned him in front of the white couch, with those massive floor-to-ceiling windows in the background. For a moment, I felt another delicious little tremor as I wondered if anyone could see us, and what they would think if they could. But I didn’t say anything. I didn’t make any attempt to protect my husband’s dignity from prying eyes, or my own, for that matter. Part of me, the reckless, dangerous, dominant part of me, thought, let them look. Let them see how my husband makes me happy.

Leaving Gavin where he was, Athena turned and walked across the room, heading back toward her bedroom again. Meanwhile, I stepped toward the couch. I felt Gavin’s eyes lingering on every curve of my body as I sat down on the sofa, crossing my legs as the light through the windows reflected from the high-gloss surface of my gleaming boots. I made sure to cross my legs so that the ankle that had his key around it was hanging in the air, and just as I knew it would, his gaze locked onto that tiny little piece of metal as if it were the only thing that mattered in the whole world. In that moment, for him, I knew it was.

I didn’t say anything, and neither did he. I had noticed before that a kind of hush seems to fall over us in moments like this. After all, what do you say when you become the object of almost unbearable desire for the man you love? I could mock him and tease him, of course, and I so often loved to do it. But sometimes, it was enough just to let the silence breathe, to let him feel the full weight of the power difference between us and know that he was there to serve my pleasure.

Besides, Athena soon emerged from her bedroom. When she did, I saw she was carrying not one, but two slender tripods. She set them up in the living room, one at one end of the sofa, and the other across the room. I watched her screw a small camera into place on each one, pointing it at the sofa.

I was feeling nervous anyway, of course. I had never wanted to be on camera, never wanted to see myself doing anything even remotely sexual. But that was the old me. That wasn’t Mistress Keeley. Mistress Keeley was sexually uninhibited and rapacious, completely unstoppable, even if it was an act I was playing, just like I was sure Princess Athena was an act, too. Just because the younger woman inhabited her role more easily through practice didn’t make it any less of an act. But when you play a role long enough, it becomes part of who you are. I wasn’t there yet, not by a long way. But I could see it coming, far off in the distance as it might be. And I wanted it.

If that meant appearing on camera, being part of one of Athena’s smutty little films, then that was what I would do.

Once Athena had the cameras set up, she returned to the middle of the room. She sat down on the sofa next to me, her leather boots creaking and her outfit gleaming as she dropped down on the sofa beside me. But she didn’t look at me. Instead, she looked at Gavin, leaning forward with her arms on her knees, her breasts visible in the low-cut front of the black bodysuit she wore. Teasing him, of course, with her beauty and her body. In a way, she couldn’t help it. Neither of us could. He was always going to want us. But there were ways to enhance that desire, ways to play with it and use it as a lever to manipulate my husband, and that was exactly what we were doing. That was what this game was all about.

That was what Athena was doing, showing more of her boobs to my husband, letting him drool over her curves and the body he couldn’t have, except on her schedule and in her way. I felt another little flutter of outraged excitement as I considered the unbelievable fact that my husband had eaten this woman’s pussy, and could probably still taste it in his mouth.

“You’ve been a good boy so far,” Athena said.

Her voice dripped with condescension and scorn as she spoke, but there was some seductive music in it too that even I couldn’t ignore, let alone him. Gavin seemed to hang on her every word. I thought of all those wives who complain that their husbands never listen to them, and with an inward smile, I thought to myself, all they need to do is lock his cock away, and they won’t have that problem anymore.

“And you know the good boys get rewarded,” Athena went on, letting a slight smile lift the corners of her full delicious lips. “But once the cameras start rolling, you need to be really good. Understand? I won’t tolerate any disobedience. We need to make this fun and sexy for my followers, and you’re going to show them what it means to be Princess Athena’s pathetic slave.”

As she spoke, she reached for the top of her boot where the remote control for the shock collar hid. I watched her pull it out and press the button, and my heart contracted with pity as Gavin let out a moan. His features were hidden behind the mask he wore, but I didn’t need to be able to see his face fully to know he was in pain. And this was the man I loved, and there was no denying that part of me felt bad to see him suffer. But part of me felt good, that dominant mistress part, that sexy sadistic part, that evil bitch who enjoyed having total control, enjoyed making my husband do whatever I said. The part that was most like Princess Athena.

Gavin’s body trembled, and the cuffs that held his wrists behind his back rattled as he struggled pointlessly against them. Athena let go of the button, and Gavin opened his eyes, glaring through the holes in the mask as he stared at us both. His chest rose and fell as he panted, the shock collar hanging heavily from his tortured scrotum. This time, anyway, he had managed to keep his feet. And I doubted that he had needed a reminder of who was in charge here, but his Princess had decided to give him one anyway.

“Got it?”

“Yes, Princess Athena,” Gavin panted as the young woman raised the remote control again. He seemed to brace himself for more pain to come, but she didn’t press the button this time. Instead, she just smiled wickedly at him, enjoying his fear and his submission to her.

“Good boy. Get on your knees and crawl over to me.”

And Athena didn’t even look at him to make sure he was doing it. While Gavin dropped to the floor, she turned to me, a smile on her face.

“So, your husband hasn’t been pleasing you in bed?”

My mouth opened, and I looked at her in surprise. What she had said might’ve been true a month or two ago, but now, it definitely wasn’t. I had never been so sexually satisfied at any point in our marriage. But as I looked in confusion, trying to figure out why she was saying what she was saying, her eyes darted, just for a split second, toward the camera behind me. And I understood. The cameras must been rolling the whole time, since she set them up on the tripods facing the sofa. The show had begun.

And I knew nothing about acting, nothing about what she had planned or the direction she wanted this video to go in. But thanks to the games we had been playing together at home, I knew the kind of character I wanted to portray.

“No, he hasn’t,” I said, shaking my head. “He’s just not man enough for that, I’m afraid.”

Athena giggled at that, tipping back her head and letting out a bright peal of laughter. And I knew it was for the camera, but part of me wondered how much genuine amusement lay behind it. She seemed happy that I was going along with the game, that I was getting into character. And all the while, Gavin shuffled across the floor on his knees until he was kneeling in front of Princess Athena, her wicked gleaming boots glowing right in front of his masked face.

“Is that true, loser?” she said, turning to loom over Gavin as he gazed up at her with that familiar expression of fearful adoration on his face. “Aren’t you man enough to please your wife?”

Gavin’s jaw moved, his trembling lips visible through the hole in the mask. But he didn’t say anything. I knew what it was like for him at times like this, knew how much difficulty he had articulating his thoughts and submitting completely, putting his ego aside. Of course, just like he did, I also knew that he had no choice in the matter. And of course, Princess Athena wasn’t going to let him forget that for a second.

Moving quickly now, her hand swept the remote control out of the top of her boot, and she pressed the button hard, as if pressing it more savagely would deliver even more pain to my kneeling husband. Gavin instantly cried out, hunching over his tortured balls, and again, I felt that pity for him, but I pushed it away. I was on camera now, Mistress Keeley’s big-screen debut, and I wanted to play my part as perfectly as Princess Athena was playing hers.

I thought of who might watch this one day, who might be a witness to the kinky game we were playing, and that thought made me tremble where I sat on her sofa. Men out there I would never meet, men whose existence I would never know of, turned on by me just like they were turned on by her and wishing they were in my husband’s place, kneeling at our feet. Maybe it was silly of me, but I had never imagined it would be such a turn-on. To think of myself as such an object of desire, such a sexy mistress that men would pay just to see me have fun and be cruel and dress pretty, was yet another thrill to add to all the thrilling new kinks I had discovered ever since we started playing this way.

“Answer me,” Athena demanded as she took her finger off the button on the remote control.

Gavin raised his face from the floor, panting breathlessly as he looked up at her. His eyes were blazing, and I thought to myself that you might almost confuse the way he was looking at her for hatred or fear. But he didn’t hate Athena. He couldn’t. He wanted her too badly for that.

I knew he was going to give in. I knew he was going to fold, the way he always did. And so did she. Maybe he didn’t. Maybe some part of him still believed he could put up some kind of fight against us, even though experience should have taught him otherwise. Maybe he very much needed to believe that. But that didn’t make it any more true.

“Yes, Princess Athena.”

Finally, Gavin seemed to understand his role, too. What he was saying wasn’t true, but the game behind it was as real as anything I could imagine. The idea of him as inadequate and ashamed and submissive, and of me as some demanding bitch who had a right to torture him like this if I chose to do so, was what made this game work. Besides, I got the feeling he would say and do just about anything to keep Athena from shocking his balls again.

“That’s what I thought,” Athena smiled. “Amazing what a shock collar wrapped around a guy’s balls will do.”

She held the remote control high in the air, waving it a little in one hand, and I knew she was playing it up for the cameras. I resisted the urge to look down either of the dark lenses that watched us from either side of the couch, trying to forget they were even there. But I couldn’t. In their own way, they were almost like the fierce attention my husband directed on me when I teased him, that spotlight of focus and desire that Athena and I had been basking in ever since we arrived on the plane.

Gavin cried out as Athena shocked him again, just for a moment. Just for the cameras and the guys who would be watching this later, the guys who wanted exactly this kind of treatment from pretty women like us. And unlike my husband, I wasn’t wearing a mask to hide my features. She had promised me anonymity, but I didn’t see how that could be possible with the cameras looking right at me the way they were. Still, I didn’t say anything. I didn’t want to ruin the take. Besides, I was having far too much fun to worry very much about that at all.

“Then you need to apologize,” Athena said, beaming down at Gavin like some kind of benevolent goddess. “You know what to do, worm. Crawl over there and kiss your wife’s feet while you beg her forgiveness for not being a real man.”

And Gavin did it. My pussy pulsed as I watched, my wetness soaking into the black fabric of the panties I wore as he crawled toward me, in handcuffs and chastity, reduced to this for all the world to see. It was so sexy. So hot. So unbelievably kinky that I felt breathless in my tight corset as the cameras captured every moment of his disgrace.

Princess Athena had made me a porn star now. And so far, I was loving every minute of it.
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